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Program Notes 
by Elisabeth Bjork 
Robert Schumann’s Dichterliebe 
 Lyrisches Intermezzo, a collection of poems penned by Heinrich Heine (1797-
1856) expressing the complicated grief of a betrayed and lonely lover, serves as the in-
spiration for Robert Schumann’s Dichterliebe (“A Poet’s Love”), one of his greatest and 
most beloved song cycles. Heine’s original work includes 40 poems. Schumann (1810-
1856) originally set 20 of the poems to music, but by the publication of his Dichterliebe in 
1844, he reduced the number of songs to 16. 
 In Lyrisches Intermezzo, a knight is visited by a fairy bride and taken to her 
fantasy land by night, but during the day, she leaves him and he suffers a lonely exist-
ence. The Dichterliebe song cycle starts out as an expression of budding sweet love in 
#1, Im wunderschonen monat mai, “In the Beautiful Month of May”, but that turns to feel-
ings of betrayal (most notably in #7, Ich grolle nicht, where the tenor sings “I Bear No 
Grudge” in a sarcastic tone), and finally, a resolve to drown his feelings in a coffin and 
bury it at the bottom of the sea (#16, Die alten bosen lieder, “The Old, Angry Songs.”) 
 Throughout the song cycle, Schumann uses a variety of effective techniques to 
explore the wide range of moods experienced in the different poems. He starts out with a 
delicate chromaticism in the piano part of “Im wunderschonen monat mai,” which conveys 
the sense of a delicate new shared love that will not last to the end of the song cycle. In 
#5, Ich will meine Seele tauchen “I Want to Bathe My Soul,” the fast yet light piano part 
mimics a stream with ripples in the water. This is one of many movements involving na-
ture. The piano texture of Ich will meine Seele tauchen contrasts with later movements 
like #13, Ich hab' im Traum geweinet (“I Wept in My Dream”), where the piano part is 
reduced to solemn, sparse chords in answer to each of the knight’s most depressing 
dreams, and in Die alten bosen lieder, which directs the pianist to strike up a persistent 
march as the vocalist describes marching to the sea with his coffin full of the feelings of 
which he desperately wants to rid himself. 
 
Gustav Mahler’s Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen 
 Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen (“Songs of a Wayfarer”), by Gustav Mahler 
(1860-1911) follows the journey of a spurned lover. Mahler wrote the text as well as the 
music, and it was written for solo voice with orchestra, as well as voice and piano. The 
first known performance was the orchestral version in 1896.   
 Inspired by his affair with Johanna Richter in the 1880’s, Mahler takes the lis-
tener on a four-movement journey through different stages of grief after experiencing lost 
love. In the first movement, Wenn mein Schatz Hochzeit macht (“When My Sweetheart Is 
Married”), the tenor sings how terrible he feels on the day his sweetheart marries some-
one else. After the depressing opening statement, the key changes to a major key as he 
temporarily focuses on how beautiful the world around him looks, complete with the pia-
nist mimicking birdsong with trills, but that thought is short-lived, as the trudging minor 
section from the beginning comes back and he expresses that the beauty of the world 
cannot keep him from having heartbreaking dreams. 
 
 The second movement, Ging heut' Morgen über's Feld (“I Went This Morning 
over the Field”), provides a delightfully bright contrast to the heavy first movement. While 
the tenor dwells on the beauty of the world in the first movement only briefly, nearly the 
entire second movement is a cheerful explosion of discovering all that is good and beau-
tiful in nature. However, near the end, the texture changes, an ominous low tremolo 
sneaks in the piano part, and the tenor sings how he cannot be happy without his love, 
no matter how beautiful the world is. 
 The most intense passion is found in the third movement, Ich hab' ein glühend 
Messer, (“I Have a Red-Hot Knife”). Here, muted sadness gives way to desperation. As 
the pianist mimics the persistent, driving trumpets of the orchestral version, the tenor 
sings how his lost love feels like a red-hot knife in his chest. Everywhere he goes, he 
sees something that reminds him of her, O weh! (“O woe!”). By the time of the climax, he 
actually wishes he had a knife to end his misery. 
 After the dramatic third movement, the pianist and vocalist finish off the cycle 
with a march in Die zwei blauen Augen von meinem Schatz (“The Two Blue Eyes of My 
Beloved”). The tenor sings of the unbearable pain of seeing his beloved’s eyes, and his 
need for escape from this tortuous environment. In addition to subtle chromaticism, the 
harmonies in the piano part move smoothly and unpredictably back and forth between 
major and minor, evoking a haunting quality as the tenor sings of his torture. He finally 
finds rest under a linden tree, and somehow, he knows everything will be ok. 
 
Franz Liszt’s Tre Sonetti di Petrarca 
 A Renaissance love affair inspired Franz Liszt (1811-1886) centuries later to 
compose Tre Sonetti di Petrarca. The great scholar and poet Fransesco Petrarca (1304-
1374) writes of the unattainable Laura, with whom he is deeply in love. Liszt captures 
these feelings of longing with three songs. Several versions exist, including a piano solo 
version, although the original version is written for tenor and piano.  
 The explosive opening to the first movement, Pace non trovo (“I Find No 
Peace”) describes a lover caught between his passionate desires and the reality that he 
cannot act on them. Brisk diminished chords and stark chromaticism highlight the inner 
turmoil of the protagonist. In the middle section, the dissonance is replaced with longing 
flowy chords in the piano part as the vocalist continues expressing the pain of the un-
bearable position he finds himself in because of love.  
 The second movement, Benedetto sia ‘l giorno (“Blessed Be the Day,”) con-
tains sweet verses praying blessings over his love for Laura, despite the pain it has 
caused. The piano includes subtle harmonic changes and lilting rhythms during the vers-
es, although at times the text increases in intensity and passion, and the piano part fol-
lows suit. 
 In the third movement, I’ vidi in terra angelici costume (“I Saw Angelic Virtue 
on Earth”), the text describes Laura as an angel on earth, filled with angelic sweetness 
and beauty. Liszt transports the listener to an other-worldly place through a delicate 
piano interlude in a high register right before the tenor sings “Love! Wisdom! Valor, pity, 
and grief.” The cycle ends in reverent awe of his unattainable love.  
Im wunderschönen Monat Mai 
 
Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, 
Als alle Knospen sprangen, 
Da ist in meinem Herzen 
Die Liebe aufgegangen. 
Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, 
Als alle Vögel sangen, 
Da hab' ich ihr gestanden 
Mein Sehnen und Verlangen. 
 
Aus meinen Tränen sprießen 
 
Aus meinen Tränen sprießen 
Viel blühende Blumen hervor, 
Und meine Seufzer werden 
Ein Nachtigallenchor. 
Und wenn du mich lieb hast,  
Kindchen, 
Schenk' ich dir die Blumen all', 
Und vor deinem Fenster soll 
klingen 
Das Lied der Nachtigall. 
 
Die Rose, die Lilie  
 
Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube,  
die Sonne, Die liebt' ich einst alle in 
Liebeswonne. Ich lieb' sie nicht 
mehr, ich liebe alleine Die Kleine, 
die Feine, die Reine, die Eine; 
Sie selber, aller Liebe womme, 
Ist Rose und Lilie und Taube und 
Sonne. Ich liebe alleine die Kleine, 
die Feine, die Reine, die Eine. 
 
Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’ 
 
Wenn ich in deine Augen seh', 
So schwindet all' mein Leid und 
Weh;  Doch wenn ich küße deinen 
Mund, So werd' ich ganz und gar 
gesund. Wenn ich mich lehn' an 
deine Brust, Kommt's über mich 
wie Himmelslust; Doch wenn du 
sprichst: ich liebe dich! So muß ich 
weinen bitterlich. 
 
 
 
 
 
In the beautiful month of May 
 
In the beautiful month of May 
When all the buds are bursting open, 
There, from my own heart, 
Bursts forth my own love. 
In the beautiful month of May 
When all the birds are singing, 
So have I confessed to her 
My yearning and my longing. 
 
From my tears sprout forth 
 
From my tears sprout forth 
Many blooming flowers, 
And my sighing become joined with   
The chorus of the nightingales . 
And if you love me,  
dear child, 
I will send you so many flowers;  
And before your window should  
sound 
The song of the nightingale. 
 
The rose, the lily 
  
The rose, the lily, the dove, the sun, 
I loved them all once in love's bliss. 
I love them no more, I love only 
The Small, the Fine, the Pure the One; 
I love only them. She herself--the source 
of all love--IS the rose, lily, dove, and sun 
I love only that which is small, 
Fine, pure--the one, the ONE! 
 
 
When I gaze into your eyes, 
 
When I gaze into your eyes, 
All my pain and woe vanishes; 
Yet when I kiss your lips, 
I am made wholly and entirely healthy. 
When I lay against your breast 
It comes over me like longing for heaven; 
Yet when you say, "I love you!" 
I must cry so bitterly. 
 
 
 
 
 
Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
 
Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
In den Kelch der Lilie hinein; 
Die Lilie soll klingend hauchen 
Ein Lied von der Liebsten mein. 
Das Lied soll schauern und beben, 
Wie der Kuss von ihrem Mund, 
Den sie mir einst gegeben 
In wunderbar Süsser Stund’ 
 
Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome 
 
Im Rein, im heiligen Strome, 
Da spiegelt sich in den Well’n, 
Mit seinen grossen Dome, 
Das grosse heilige Cöln. 
Im Dom da steht ein Bildnis, 
Auf goldenem Leder gemalt; 
In meines Lebens Wildnis 
Hat’s freundlich hineingestrahlt. 
Es schweben Blumen und Eng’lein, 
Um unsre liebe Frau; 
Die Augen, die Lippen, Die  
Wänglien, Die gleichen der  
Liebsten genau. 
 
Ich grolle nicht 
 
Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz 
auch bricht, Ewig verlor’nes Lieb! 
Ich grolle nicht. Wie du auch 
strahlst in Diamantenpracht, Es 
fällt kein Strahl in deisnes Herzens 
Nacht, Das Weiss ich längst. Ich 
grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz 
auch bricht. Ich sah dich ja im 
Traume, und sah die Nacht in 
dienes Herzens Raume, Und sah 
did Schlang’, die dir am herzen 
frisst, Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr 
du elend bist. Ich grolle nicht, ich 
grolle nicht. 
I want to plunge my soul 
 
I want to plunge my sould 
Into the cup of the Lily; 
The lily shall breathe resoundingly 
A song of my beloved, 
The song shall shiver and tremble, 
Like the kiss from her lips, 
That she has given me once 
In a wonderfully sweet hour. 
 
In the Rhine, the holy stream 
 
In the Rhine, the holy stream, 
There is mirrored in the waves, 
With its great Cathedral, 
The great, holy Cologne. 
In the Cathedral there is a picture, 
Painted on golden leather; 
Into my life’s wilderness 
It has sent its friendly radiance. 
Flowers and little angels 
Float around our Blessed Virgin; 
Her eyes, her lips, her sweet cheeks, 
Resemble my sweetheart’s  
Exactly. 
 
I bear no grudge 
 
I bear no grudge, even though my heart 
may break, Eternally lost love! I bear no 
grudge. Though you are shining in your 
diamonds’ splendor, No ray falls into the 
darkness of your heart, I’ve known it well 
for a long time. I bear no grudge, even 
though my heart may break. For I saw 
you in my dream. And I saw the darkness 
in your heart, And saw the snake that 
feeds upon your heart, I saw, my love, 
how utterly wretched you are. I bear no 
grudge, I bear no grudge. 
 
Und wüßten's die Blumen 
 
Und wüßten's die Blumen, die kleinen, 
wie tief verwundet mein Herz, 
sie würden mit mir weinen 
zu heilen meinen Schmerz. 
 
Und wüßten's die Nachtigallen, 
wie ich so traurig und krank, 
sie ließen fröhlich erschallen 
erquickenden Gesang. 
 
Und wüßten sie mein Wehe, 
die goldenen Sternelein, 
sie kämen aus ihrer Höhe, 
und sprächen Trost mir ein. 
 
Die alle können's nicht wissen, 
nur Eine kennt meinen Schmerz; 
sie hat ja selbst zerrissen, 
zerrissen mir das Herz. 
 
Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen 
 
Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen, 
Trompeten schmettern darein. 
Da tanzt wohl den Hochzeitreigen 
die Herzallerliebste mein. 
 
Das ist ein Klingen und Dröhnen, 
ein Pauken und ein Schalmei'n; 
dazwischen schluchzen und stöhnen 
die lieblichen Engelein. 
 
Hör' ich das Liedchen klingen 
 
Hör' ich das Liedchen klingen, 
das einst die Liebste sang, 
so will mir die Brust zerspringen 
von wildem Schmerzendrang. 
 
Es treibt mich ein dunkles Sehnen 
hinauf zur Waldeshöh', 
dort lös't sich auf in Tränen 
mein übergroßes Weh'. 
  
 
 
 
And if they knew it 
 
And if they knew it, the blooms, the little 
ones, 
how deeply wounded my heart is, 
they would weep with me 
to heal my pain. 
  
And if they knew it, the nightingales, 
how I am so sad and sick, 
they would merrily unleash 
refreshing song. 
  
And if they knew my pain, 
the golden little stars, 
they would descend from their heights 
and would comfort me. 
  
All of them cannot know it, 
only one knows my pain, 
she herself has indeed torn, 
torn up my heart. 
 
 
There is a fluting and fiddling 
 
There is a fluting and fiddling, 
and trumpets blasting in. 
There dancing the wedding dance 
is my dearest beloved. 
  
There is a ringing and roaring 
of drums and shawms, 
amidst it sobbing and moaning 
are dear little angels. 
 
I hear the little song sounding 
 
 
I hear the little song sounding 
that my beloved once sang, 
and my heart wants to shatter 
from savage pain's pressure. 
  
I am driven by a dark longing 
up to the wooded heights, 
there is dissolved in tears 
my supremely great pain. 
Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen 
 
Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen, 
die hat einen Andern erwählt; 
der Andre liebt' eine Andre, 
und hat sich mit dieser vermählt. 
 
Das Mädchen nimmt aus Ärger 
den ersten besten Mann 
der ihr in den Weg gelaufen; 
der Jüngling ist übel dran. 
 
Es ist eine alte Geschichte 
doch bleibt sie immer neu; 
und wem sie just passieret, 
dem bricht das Herz entzwei. 
 
Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen 
 
Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen 
geh' ich im Garten herum. 
Es flüstern und sprechen die Blu-
men, 
ich aber wandle stumm. 
 
Es flüstern und sprechen die Blu-
men, 
und schau'n mitleidig mich an: 
Sei uns'rer Schwester nicht böse, 
du trauriger, blasser Mann. 
 
Ich hab' im Traum geweinet 
 
Ich hab' im Traum geweinetmir 
träumte du lägest im Grab. 
Ich wachte auf, und die Träne 
floß noch von der Wange herab. 
 
Ich hab' im Traum geweinet, 
mir träumt' du verließest mich. 
Ich wachte auf, und ich weinte 
noch lange bitterlich. 
 
Ich hab' im Traum geweinet, 
mir träumte du wär'st mir noch gut. 
Ich wachte auf, und noch immer 
strömt meine Tränenflut. 
  
A young man loves a girl 
 
A young man loves a girl, 
who has chosen another man, 
the other loves yet another 
and has gotten married to her. 
 
The girl takes out of resentment 
the first, best man 
who crosses her path; 
the young man is badly off. 
 
It is an old story 
but remains eternally new, 
and for him to whom it has just happened 
it breaks his heart in two. 
 
On a shining summer morning 
 
On a shining summer morning 
 I go about in the garden. 
 The flowers are whispering and speak-
ing, 
 I however wander silently. 
  
 The flowers are whispering and speak-
ing, 
 and look sympathetically at me: 
"Do not be angry with our sister, 
 you sad, pale man." 
 
I have in my dreams wept 
 
I have in my dreams wept, 
I dreamed you lay in your grave. 
I woke up and the tears 
still flowed down from my cheeks. 
 
I have in my dreams wept, 
I dreamed you forsook me. 
I woke up and I wept 
for a long time and bitterly. 
 
I have in my dreams wept, 
I dreamed you still were good to me. 
I woke up, and still now 
streams my flood of tears. 
Allnächtlich im Traume  
 
Allnächtlich im Traume seh' ich dich, 
und sehe dich freundlich grüßen, 
und lautaufweinend stürz' ich mich 
zu deinen süßen Füßen. 
 
Du siehest mich an wehmütiglich, 
und schüttelst das blonde Köpfchen; 
aus deinen Augen schleichen sich 
die Perlentränentröpfchen. 
 
Du sagst mir heimlich ein leises Wort, 
und gibst mir den Strauß von Zypressen. 
Ich wache auf, und der Strauß ist 
fort,und's Wort hab' ich vergessen. 
Aus alten Märchen winkt es 
 
Aus alten Märchen winkt es 
hervor mit weißer Hand, 
da singt es und da klingt es 
von einem Zauberland'; 
 
wo bunte Blumen blühen 
im gold'nen Abendlicht, 
und lieblich duftend glühen 
mit bräutlichem Gesicht; 
 
Und grüne Bäume singen 
uralte Melodei'n, 
die Lüfte heimlich klingen, 
und Vögel schmettern drein; 
 
Und Nebelbilder steigen 
wohl aus der Erd' hervor, 
und tanzen luft'gen Reigen 
im wunderlichen Chor; 
 
Und blaue Funken brennen 
an jedem Blatt und Reis, 
und rote Lichter rennen 
im irren, wirren Kreis; 
 
Und laute Quellen brechen 
aus wildem Marmorstein, 
und seltsam in den Bächen 
strahlt fort der Widerschein. 
 
 
Every night in my dreams  
 
Every night in my dreams I see you, 
and see your friendly greeting, 
and loudly crying out, I throw myself 
at your sweet feet. 
  
You look at me wistfully 
and shake your blond little head; 
from your eyes steal forth 
little pearly teardrops. 
 
You say to me secretly a soft word, 
and give me a garland of cypress. 
I wake up, and the garland is gone, 
and the word I have forgotten. 
 
From old fairy-tales it beckons 
 
From old fairy-tales it beckons 
to me with a white hand, 
there it sings and there it resounds 
of a magic land, 
 
where colorful flowers bloom 
in the golden twilight, 
and sweetly, fragrantly glow 
with a bride-like face. 
 
And green trees sing 
primeval melodies, 
the breezes secretly sound 
and birds warble in them. 
 
And misty images rise 
indeed forth from the earth, 
and dance airy reels 
in fantastic chorus. 
 
And blue sparks burn 
on every leaf and twig, 
and red lights run 
in crazy, hazy rings. 
 
And loud springs burst 
out of wild marble stone, 
and oddly in the brooks 
shine forth the reflections. 
 
 
Ah! If I could enter there 
and there gladden my heart, 
and have all anguish taken away, 
and be free and blessed! 
 
Oh, that land of bliss, 
I see it often in dreams, 
but come the morning sun, 
and it melts away like mere froth. 
 
 
The old, angry songs 
 
The old, angry songs, 
the dreams angry and nasty, 
let us now bury them, 
fetch a great coffin. 
 
In it I will lay very many things, 
though I shall not yet say what. 
The coffin must be even larger 
than the Heidelberg Tun. 
 
And fetch a death-bier, 
of boards firm and thick, 
they also must be even longer 
than Mainz's great bridge. 
And fetch me also twelve giants, 
who must be yet mightier 
than mighty St. Christopher 
in the Cathedral of Cologne on the Rhine. 
 
They shall carry the coffin away, 
and sink it down into the sea, 
for such a great coffin 
deserves a great grave. 
 
How could the coffin 
be so large and heavy? 
I also sank my love with my pain in it.. 
 
 
Ach! könnt' ich dorthin kommen, 
und dort mein Herz erfreu'n, 
und aller Qual entnommen, 
und frei und selig sein! 
 
Ach! jenes Land der Wonne, 
das seh' ich oft im Traum, 
doch kommt die Morgensonne, 
zerfließt's wie eitel Schaum.  
 
Die alten, bösen Lieder 
 
Die alten, bösen Lieder, 
die Träume bös' und arg, 
die laßt uns jetzt begraben, 
holt einen großen Sarg. 
 
Hinein leg' ich gar manches, 
doch sag' ich noch nicht was. 
Der Sarg muß sein noch größer 
wie's Heidelberger Faß. 
 
Und holt eine Totenbahre, 
von Bretter fest und dick; 
auch muß sie sein noch länger 
als wie zu Mainz die Brück'. 
Und holt mir auch zwölf Riesen, 
die müssen noch stärker sein 
als wie der starke Christoph 
im Dom zu Köln am Rhein. 
 
Die sollen den Sarg forttragen, 
und senken in's Meer hinab; 
denn solchem großen Sarge 
gebührt ein großes Grab. 
 
Wißt ihr warum der Sarg wohl 
so groß und schwer mag sein? 
Ich senkt' auch meine Liebe 
Und meinen Schmerz hinein. 
 
All translations reprinted with permission from the LiederNet Archive 
Wenn mein Schatz Hochzeit macht 
 
Wenn mein Schatz Hochzeit macht, 
Fröhliche Hochzeit macht, 
Hab' ich meinen traurigen Tag! 
Geh' ich in mein Kämmerlein, 
Dunkles Kämmerlein, 
Weine, wein' um meinen Schatz, 
Um meinen lieben Schatz! 
 
Blümlein blau! Verdorre nicht! 
Vöglein süß! Du singst auf grüner 
Heide. 
Ach, wie ist die Welt so schön! 
Ziküth! Ziküth! 
Singet nicht! Blühet nicht! 
Lenz ist ja vorbei! 
Alles Singen ist nun aus. 
Des Abends, wenn ich schlafen geh', 
Denk' ich an mein Leide. 
An mein Leide! 
 
Ging heut morgen übers Feld 
 
Ging heut morgen übers Feld, 
Tau noch auf den Gräsern hing; 
Sprach zu mir der lust'ge Fink: 
"Ei du! Gelt? Guten Morgen! Ei gelt? 
Du! Wird's nicht eine schöne Welt? 
Zink! Zink! Schön und flink! 
Wie mir doch die Welt gefällt!" 
 
Auch die Glockenblum' am Feld 
Hat mir lustig, guter Ding', 
Mit den Glöckchen, klinge, kling, 
Ihren Morgengruß geschellt: 
"Wird's nicht eine schöne Welt? 
Kling, kling! Schönes Ding! 
Wie mir doch die Welt gefällt! Heia!" 
 
Und da fing im Sonnenschein  
Gleich die Welt zu funkeln an; 
Alles Ton und Farbe gewann 
Im Sonnenschein! 
Blum' und Vogel, groß und klein! 
"Guten Tag,  
ist's nicht eine schöne Welt? 
Ei du, gelt? Schöne Welt?" 
 
 
My darling’s wedding-day 
 
When my darling has her wedding-day 
her joyous wedding-day, 
I will have my day of mourning! 
I will go to my little room, 
my dark little room, 
and weep, weep for my darling, 
for my dear darling! 
 
Blue flower! Do not wither! 
Sweet little bird - you sing on the green 
heath! 
Alas, how can the world be so fair? 
Chirp! Chirp! 
Do not sing; do not bloom! 
Spring is over. 
All singing must now be done. 
At night when I go to sleep, 
I think of my sorrow, 
of my sorrow! 
 
I walked across the fields  
 
I walked across the fields this morning; 
 dew still hung on every blade of grass. 
 The merry finch spoke to me: 
 "Hey! Isn't it? Good morning! Isn't it? 
 You! Isn't it becoming a fine world? 
 Chirp! Chirp! Fair and sharp! 
 How the world delights me!" 
  
 Also, the bluebells in the field 
 merrily with good spirits 
 tolled out to me with bells (ding, ding) 
 their morning greeting: 
 "Isn't it becoming a fine world? 
 Ding, ding! Fair thing! 
 How the world delights me!" 
  
 And then, in the sunshine, 
 the world suddenly began to glitter; 
 everything gained sound and color 
 in the sunshine! 
 Flower and bird, great and small! 
 "Good day,  
is it not a fine world? 
 Hey, isn't it? A fair world?" 
  
  
Nun fängt auch mein Glück wohl an? 
Nein, nein, das ich mein', 
Mir nimmer blühen kann! 
 
Ich hab' ein glühend Messer 
 
Ich hab' ein glühend Messer, 
Ein Messer in meiner Brust, 
O weh! Das schneid't so tief 
In jede Freud' und jede Lust. 
Ach, was ist das für ein böser Gast! 
Nimmer hält er Ruh',  
nimmer hält er Rast, 
Nicht bei Tag, noch bei Nacht,  
wenn ich schlief. 
O Weh! 
 
Wenn ich in dem Himmel seh', 
Seh' ich zwei blaue Augen stehn. 
O Weh!  
Wenn ich im gelben Felde geh', 
Seh' ich von fern das blonde Haar 
Im Winde wehn. 
O Weh! 
 
Wenn ich aus dem Traum auffahr' 
Und höre klingen ihr silbern' Lachen, 
O Weh! 
Ich wollt', ich läg  
auf der schwarzen Bahr', 
Könnt' nimmer, 
nimmer die Augen aufmachen! 
 
 
Die zwei blauen Augen  
 
Die zwei blauen Augen  
von meinem Schatz, 
Die haben mich  
in die weite Welt geschickt. 
Da mußt ich Abschied nehmen  
vom allerliebsten Platz! 
O Augen blau,  
warum habt ihr mich angeblickt? 
Nun hab' ich ewig Leid und Grämen. 
 
 
Now will my happiness also begin? 
 No, no - the happiness I mean 
 can never bloom! 
 
I have a red-hot knife 
 
I have a red-hot knife, 
a knife in my breast. 
O woe! It cuts so deeply 
into every joy and delight. 
Alas, what an evil guest it is! 
Never does it rest  
Never does it orelax, 
not by day or by night,  
when I would sleep. 
O woe! 
 
When I gaze up into the sky 
I see two blue eyes there. 
O woe!  
When I walk in the yellow field, 
I see from afar her blond hair 
waving in the wind. 
O woe! 
 
When I start from a dream 
and hear the tinkle of her silvery laugh, 
O woe! 
Would that I lay  
on my black bier - 
Would that I could never  
Never again open my eyes! 
 
 
The two blue eyes  
 
The two blue eyes  
of my darling  
they have sent me  
into the wide world. 
I had to take my leave  
of this well-beloved place! 
O blue eyes,  
why did you gaze on me? 
Now I will have eternal sorrow and grief. 
Ich bin ausgegangen in stiller Nacht 
Wohl über die dunkle Heide. 
Hat mir niemand Ade gesagt. 
Ade! Mein Gesell'  
war Lieb' und Leide! 
 
Auf der Straße steht  
ein Lindenbaum, 
Da hab' ich zum ersten Mal  
im Schlaf geruht! 
Unter dem Lindenbaum,  
Der hat seine Blüten  
über mich geschneit, 
Da wußt' ich nicht,  
wie das Leben tut, 
 
War alles, alles wieder gut! 
Alles! Alles, Lieb und Leid 
Und Welt und Traum! 
 
Pace non trovo 
 
Pace non trovo, e non ho da far guerra, 
E temo, e spero, ed ardo,  
e son un ghiaccio: 
E volo sopra 'l cielo, e giaccio in terra; 
E nulla stringo,  
e tutto 'l mondo abbraccio. 
 
Tal m'ha in priggion,  
che non m'apre, nè serra, 
Nè per suo mi ritien,  
nè scioglie il laccio 
E non m'ancide Amor, e non mi sferra; 
Nè mi vuol vivo,  
nè mi trahe d'impaccio. 
 
Veggio senz'occhi;  
e non ho lingua e grido; 
E bramo di perir, e cheggio aita; 
Ed ho in odio me stesso, ed amo altrui. 
 
Pascomi di dolor, piangendo rido, 
Egualmente mi spiace morte e vita, 
In questo stato son, Donna, per Voi. 
I went out into the quiet night 
well across the dark heath. 
To me no one bade farewell. 
Farewell! My companions are love and 
sorrow! 
 
On the road there stands  
a linden tree, 
and there for the first time  
I found rest in sleep! 
Under the linden tree  
that snowed its blossoms  
onto me 
I did not know  
how life went on, 
  
and all was well again!  
All! All , love and sorrow 
and world and dream! 
 
I find no peace  
 
I find no peace, and yet I make no war: 
and fear, and hope: and burn,  
and I am ice: 
and fly above the sky, and fall to earth, 
and clutch at nothing,  
and embrace the world. 
 
One imprisons me,  
who neither frees nor jails me, 
nor keeps me to herself  
nor slips the noose: 
and Love does not destroy me, and does 
not loose me, but wishes me not to live, 
but does not remove my bar. 
 
I see without eyes,  
and have no tongue, but cry: 
and long to perish, yet I beg for aid: 
I hold myself in hate, and love another. 
 
I feed on sadness, and laughing weep: 
death and life displease me equally: 
I am in this state, lady, because of you. 
Benedetto sia 'l giorno 
 
Benedetto sia 'l giorno, e 'l mese,  
e l'anno, E la stagione, e 'l tempo, e 
l'ora, e 'l punto. E 'l bel paese e 'l loco, 
ov'io fui giunto. Da'duo begli occhi 
che legato m'ànno; 
 
E benedetto il primo dolce affanno 
Ch'i' ebbi ad esser con Amor congi-
unto, E l'arco e la saette ond' i' fui 
punto, E le piaghe, ch'infino al cor mi 
vanno. 
 
Benedette le voci tante, ch'io 
Chiamando il nome di Laura ho  
sparte, e i sospiri e le lagrime e 'l 
desio. 
 
E benedette sian tutte le carte 
Ov'io fama le acquisto, e il pensier 
mio, Ch'è sol di lei, si ch'altra non 
v'ha parte. 
 
I' vidi in terra angelici costumi 
 
I' vidi in terra angelici costumi, 
E celesti bellezze al mondo sole; 
Tal che di rimembrar mi giova, e 
dole: Che quant'io miro, par sogni, 
ombre, e fumi. 
 
E vidi lagrimar que' duo bei lumi, 
Ch'han fatto mille volte invidia al 
sole; Ed udì' sospirando dir parole 
Che farian gir i monti,  
e stare i fiumi. 
 
Amor! senno! valor, pietate, e doglia 
Facean piangendo un più dolce con-
cento D'ogni altro, che nel mondo 
udir si soglia. 
 
Ed era 'l cielo all'armonia s'intento 
Che non si vedea in ramo mover 
foglia. Tanta dolcezza avea pien l'aer 
e 'l vento. 
Blessed be the day 
 
Blessed be the day, and the month, and 
the year, and the season, and the time, 
and the hour, and the moment, and the 
beautiful country, and the place where 
I was joined to the two beautiful eyes.  
 
And blessed be the first sweet suffering 
that I felt in being conjoined with 
Love, and the bow, and the shafts with 
which I was pierced, and the wounds 
that run to the depths of my heart. 
 
Blessed be all those verses I scattered 
calling out the name of my lady, 
and the sighs, and the tears, and the 
passion: 
 
and blessed be all the sheets 
where I acquire fame, and my 
thoughts, that are only of her, that no 
one else has part of. 
 
I saw angelic virtue on earth 
 
I saw angelic virtue on earth 
and heavenly beauty on terrestrial soil, 
so I am sad and joyful at the memory, 
and what I see seems dream, shadows, 
smoke: 
 
and I saw two lovely eyes that wept, 
that made the sun a thousand times 
jealous: and I heard words emerge 
among sighs that made the mountains 
move, and halted rivers. 
 
Love, Judgement, Pity, Worth and 
Grief, made a sweeter chorus of weep-
ing than any other heard beneath the 
moon: 
 
And heaven so intent upon the  
Harmony that no leaf was seen to 
move on the boughs, and so filled with 
sweetness were the wind and air. 
 
Upcoming Events in the Music Department 
 
 Wind Ensemble Concert 4/2/19 7:30PM @ Thalia Lynn Baptist 
Church, 4392 Virginia Beach Blvd, Virginia Beach, VA 23462 
 Wind Ensemble 4/7/19 3PM in the University Theatre 
 Chamber Ensembles Concert 4/9/19 7:30 PM in Chandler  Recital Hall 
 Brass Choir 4/23/19 7:30PM in Chandler  Recital Hall 
 Percussion Ensemble 4/24/19 730PM in the Goode Theatre 
 New Music Ensemble Concert 4/25/19 7:30 in Chandler  Recital Hall 
 ODU Opera 4/26 & 4/27 @ 7:30pm, 4/28 @ 2:30pm -  Il matrimonio 
segreto by Cimarosa.  University Theatre, fully staged opera on a beautiful 
set, sung in Italian with English supertitles.                                             
oduartstix.universitytickets.com for tickets 
 
Upcoming Events in the Theater Department 
 
 Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night 4/10-4/13 & 4/17-4/20 @ 7:30pm; 4/12 @ 
2:00pm  in the Goode Theatre. oduartstix.universitytickets.com for tickets 
The mission of the Old Dominion University Department of Music is to 
prepare a richly diverse and talented student body to enter the professional 
world as outstanding leaders in music education, performance, composition, 
sound recording, and research. We promote excellence through our recog-
nized, highly dedicated and supportive teaching and performing  faculty, along 
with exceptional lectures, performances, and master classes by internationally 
known guest artists and  scholars. As an urban center for musical resources, 
ODU serves to bridge the student body to the greater community through pub-
lic performances, workshops, practicum and continued collaboration with 
schools and local organizations. Students will continue to be inspired to partic-
ipate as leaders actively engaged within the arts community and beyond, while 
learning to express, cultivate and share their musicianship. 
 The Department of Music embraces the General Education Curricu-
lum offered at ODU, knowing it broadens and enhances our students' training 
for future musical pursuits. 
